*    The 'Banishment of Ya^athingyan    *
like to know, if I hadn't put him up? Under the sod,
Thihathu'd have murdered him!"

His audience, who had been drinking surreptitiously
behind his back and now were as drunk as he, began to
second these sentiments hilariously, when he rose to
his feet and said:

'Come on! I'm going to see him now, and I know
what I shall say. Give me that bronze bowl there.
We'll all go, just as we are.5

They staggered out of the mat house, Yazathingyan
carrying a broken bowl full of rice, his men laughing
and disorderly, some of the women behind, including
the plump girl, who had not put on her clothes again
after the dance. There was a splendid sunset. So aflame
was the sky that the very dust of the road was tinged
with red. It tinged also the saffron limbs of the girl, till
she looked like the fabled pink women of the north.

Narathihapate was in the act of taking his seat before
the open space where the ritual dances were staged to
take place, when he saw approaching his Chief Min-
ister in a raggle-taggle of followers. After a momentary
surprise, he was not altogether dissatisfied. Queen Saw
also caught sight of him, and, taking in the situation at
a glance, sent a man to draw him aside. But she was too
late. He came before the King, sat down and began to
eat the rice out of the broken bowl, holding up the
same and studying it, his head on one side, leering and
chewing.

'What are you doing there with that broken bowl?*
asked the King, in the very sober tone of a drinker who
had not yet begun to drink.

'Eating my dinner out of it, Lord/ said Yazathing-
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